AND EACH MAN'S LEAVE      Roland E.

Robinson

And each man's leave must come as I shall take
departure from this too familiar cell,
this shack that chinks the light of night and day,
where I have lived and suffered, sometimes known
strange peace, strange harmony invading me;
where I have lain and heard the endless rain
drowning the world, drowning this place and me;
where I have waked with darkness, waked and known
stars in their visitations, stars and stars
flowering the branches and blazoning my night.
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